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entered there; they plunged into the mire. Furthei
down moss had sprouted out at the sides of the deep
ruts.
They believed that they were far away from all
other people, quite alone. But suddenly a game-
keeper with his gun, or a band of women in rags
with big bundles of fagots on their backs, would
hurry past them.
When the carriage stopped, there was a universal
silence. The only sounds that reached them were
the blowing of the horse in the shafts with the faint
cry of a bird more than once repeated.
The light at certain points illuminating the out-
skirts of the wood, left the interior in deep shadow,
or else, attenuated  in  the foreground by  a sort of
twilight,  it  exhibited  in  the background  violet va-
pours,   a  white  radiance.   The  midday  sun,   falling
directly on wide tracts of greenery, made splashes of
light over them, hung gleaming drops of silver from
the ends  of the  branches, streaked  the  grass with
long lines of emeralds, and flung gold spots on the
beds of dead leaves*    When they let their heads fall
back, they could distinguish the sky through the tops
of the trees.   Some of them, which were enormously
high, looked like patriarchs or emperors, or, touching
one another at their extremities  formed  with  their
long   shafts,   as   it were,  triumphal   arches;   others,
sprouting  forth  obliquely  from  below,   seemed  like
falling columns.   This heap of big vertical lines gaped
open.   Then, enormous green billows unrolled them-
selves in unequal embossments as far as the surface
of the valleys, towards which advanced the brows of
other hills looking down on white plains, -which ended
by losing themselves in an undefined pale tinge.